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^OT  FAR  FROM  NUREMBERG,  iu  fl  Smfl//  COUUtry,  U 

king  and  queen  rejoiced  over  the  birth  of  a 

beautiful  baby  girl  who  they  named  Pirlipata. 

But  the  princess  had  been  born  under  a  dark  cloud  for 

Dame  Souriconne,  the  Queen  of  the  Mice,  had  vowed 

to  cast  a  spell  on  the  royal  couple's  first  born. 

The  king  sent  to  Nuremberg  for  the  famous  in- 
ventor, Drosselmeyer,  to  devise  a  means  of  ridding 


the  palace  of  all  the  mice.  But  the  threat  of  the  Mice 
Queen  was  carried  out.  One  night,  the  six  guardian 
nursemaids  and  their  six  cats  fell  asleep,  and  the  spell 
was  cast.  One  of  the  nursemaids  awoke  just  in  time 
to  see  the  Queen  of  the  Mice  running  from  the  Prin- 
cess' cradle.  She  sounded  the  alarm,  but  it  was  too  late. 
The  despair  was  great  indeed  when  they  beheld  what 
had  happened  to  the  delicate  and  charming  Pirlipata. 
Her  eyes  had  lost  their  heavenly  hue,  and  had  become 
goggle,  fixed,  and  haggard.  Her  little  mouth  had 
grown  from  ear  to  ear;  and  her  chin  was  covered  with 
a  beard  like  grizzly  cotton.  Her  head  had  become 
enormous  and  mis-shapen,  and  her  body  deformed 
and  ugly. 

On  pain  of  his  life,  Drosselmeyer,  was  commanded 
to  break  the  spell.  He  consulted  the  Court  Astrologer 
who  consulted  the  stars.  The  spell  would  be  broken 
if  the  princess  ate  the  kernel  of  a  Krakatuk  nut.  But 
the  nut,  the  shell  of  which  was  so  hard  that  a  cannon 
could  pass  over  it  without  crushing  it,  must  be  broken 
in  the  presence  of  Princess  Pirlipata  by  a  young  man 
who  had  never  been  shaved  and  had  always  worn 
boots. 

The  astrologer  and  Drosselmeyer  set  out  to  find  the 
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and  his  son,  Nathenial  Drosselmeyer.  The  latter  was  a 
handsome  young  man  of  eighteen,  who  had  always 
worn  hoots;  and  had  never  been  shaved;  and  who 
cracked  nuts  for  all  the  young  ladies  of  his  acquaint- 
ance, who,  on  that  account,  called  him  Nut-cracker. 

young  Nathenial  was  pressed  into  service  by  his 
uncle  and  was  led  before  the  princess.  He  easily 
cracked  the  thick  shell  of  the  Krakatuk,  and  Pirlipata, 
upon  eating  the  kernel,  became  once  more  a  young 
lady  of  angelic  beauty.  But  poor  Nathenial!  As  he 
stepped  back  from  the  throne,  he  stumbled  over  the 
Queen  of  the  Mice,  and  instantly  became  as  ugly  as 
the  princess  was  before  him.  His  legs  shrivelled  up 
and  could  hardly  support  his  enormous  head;  his  eyes 
became  green,  haggard,  and  goggle;  his  mouth  split 
from  ear  to  ear;  and  his  delicate  little  sprouting  beard 
changed  into  a  white  soft  cotton. 

Pirlipata  scarcely  perceived  the  unfortunate  Na- 
thenial than  she  hid  her  face  in  her  hands;  and,  for- 
getting the  service  which  he  had  rendered  her,  cried, 
"Turn  out  the  horrible  Nut-cracker!  turn  him  out! 
turn  him  out!"  The  poor  Nut-cracker  uttered  not  a 
word,  but  resolved  to  await  patiently  the  change 
which  must  some  day  take  place  in  him. 


in::in:::::;Kiii:iniiiiiii. 


Krakatuk  nut  and  the  nut-cracker.  For  fourteen  years 
they  searched  the  world  over  without  success.  Return- 
ing to  Nuremberg,  Drosselmeyer,  visited  the  home  of 
his  brother  to  whom  he  told  his  plight.  Brother  Dros- 
selmeyer recalled  such  a  nut  that  he  had  purchased 
many  years  before  and  went  to  fetch  it.  He  returned 
with  the  nut,  which  did  indeed  prove  to  be  a  Krakatuk, 


To. 


^D 


^cXiis 


tpfos 


Fgyc)? 


-0, 
G)'0 

en 


ONCE  UPON  A  TIME  there  lived  at  Nuremberg,  in 
Germany,  a  judge  of  great  respectability  who 
was  called  Judge  Silberhaus,  which  means 
"silver-house."  The  judge  had  a  son  and  a  daughter. 
The  son  was  nine  years  old,  and  was  named  Fritz: 
the  daughter,  who  was  seven  and  a  half,  was  called 
Mary.  They  were  two  beautiful  children;  but  so  dif- 
ferent in  disposition  and  features,  that  no  one  would 
have  believed  them  to  be  brother  and  sister. 

Fritz  was  a  fine  stout  boy,  with  ruddy  cheeks  and 
roguish  looks.  He  was  very  impatient,  and  stamped 
on  the  floor  whenever  he  was  contradicted;  for  he 
thought  that  everything  in  the  world  had  been  made 
either  for  his  amusement  or  to  suit  his  fancy.  His  sister 
Mary  was,  on  the  contrary,  a  delicate  and  pale  child, 
with  long  hair  curling  naturally,  and  flowing  over  her 
Httle  white  shoulders  like  a  flood  of  golden  light  upon 


a  vase  of  alabaster.  She  was  sweet,  amiable,  bashful, 
and  kind  to  all — even  to  her  dolls:  she  was  very 
obedient  to  her  mamma,  and  never  contradicted  her 
governess. 

In  Germany  the  great  day  for  presents  is  the  24th 
of  December  —  Christmas  Eve.  Moreover,  in  Ger- 
many, children's  presents  are  given  in  a  peculiar  way, 
A  large  shrub  is  placed  upon  a  table  in  the  drawing- 
room;  and  to  all  its  branches  are  hung  the  toys  to  be 
distributed  among  the  children.  Such  play-things  as 
are  too  heavy  to  hang  on  the  shrub  are  placed  on  the 
table,  and  the  children  are  then  told  that  it  is  their 
guardian  angel  who  sends  them  all  those  pretty  toys. 

I  need  scarcely  tell  you  that  amongst  those  children 
of  Nuremberg  who  received  most  presents  were  the 
son  and  daughter  of  Judge  Silberhaus;  for  besides 
their  father  and  mother,  who  doted  on  them,  they 


4A.;itu;;4U4;;ii;;ui 


iiiuuAiuuiumiiuiuu4Uiiiiiii:uiiiiiiiiu;;;;;;;;;;u;;;;uu;:iii;::;;^ 


UilUUU44U4i 


4pX3 


A^ 


1(d2 


^ 


^afe^ 


^ 


0'] 


i 

m 

1 

1 

1 

i 

1 

i 

1 

i 

1 

i 

P 

1 

1 

1 

1 

m 

JTTTffTTTfTTTTTTff^^ 


also  had  a  godfather  who  loved  them  dearly,  and 
whose  name  was  Drosselmeyer. 

Godfather  Drosselmeyer,  who  was  a  great  physi- 
cian and  doctor  of  medicine,  was  by  no  means  a  very 
good-looking  person.  He  was  a  tall  thin  man,  about 
six  feet  high,  but  who  stooped  so  much  that,  in  spite 
of  his  long  legs,  he  could  pick  up  his  handkerchief,  if 
it  fell,  without  stooping  any  lower.  His  face  was  as 
wrinkled  as  an  apple  that  has  withered  and  fallen 
from  the  tree.  He  wore  a  black  patch  over  one  eye  and, 
being  entirely  bald,  he  wore  a  shining  and  frizzled 
wig  which  he  had  made  himself  with  spun  glass. 

By  studying  the  formation  of  men  and  animals. 
Doctor  Drosselmeyer,  gained  so  deep  a  knowledge  of 
the  manner  in  which  they  are  made,  that  he  was  able 
to  manufacture  men  who  could  walk,  bow  to  each 
other,  and  go  through  their  exercise  with  a  musket. 
He  also  made  ladies  who  danced,  and  played  upon  the 
harpsichord,  the  harp  and  the  viol.  He  even  succeeded 
in  making  puppets  and  images  of  Punch  utter  a  few 
words, — not  many  it  is  true,  but  such  as  'mama'  and 
'papa'.  Thus  Godfather  Drosselmeyer  was  a  most  use- 
ful man  to  his  friends.  For  instance,  if  a  clock  at  the 
house  of  Judge  Silberhaus  got  out  of  order, — if  the 
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hands  suddenly  stopped,  Drosselmeyer  was  sent  for 
immediately. 

TWAs  CHRISTMAS  EVE  and  Fritz  and  Mary,  who  had 
not  been  allowed  to  enter  the  drawing-room  all 
day,  were  huddled  together  in  a  corner  of  the 
dining-parlour.  As  night  drew  in,  the  children,  who 
by  degrees  spoke  lower  and  lower  and  grew  closer  and 
closer  together,  fancied  that  they  heard  the  wings  of 
their  guardian  angels  fluttering  near  them,  and  a  sweet 
music  in  the  distance.  The  door  was  thrown  open — 
and  so  strong  a  light  burst  into  the  apartment  that  the 
children  were  dazzled,  and  uttered  cries  of  surprise 
and  alarm. 

Entering  the  drawing-room,  Fritz  and  Mary  saw 
the  great  tree  growing  as  it  were  from  the  middle  of 
the  floor,  and  covered  with  blossoms  made  of  sugar, 
and  sugar-plums  instead  of  fruit — the  whole  glitter- 
ing by  the  light  of  a  hundred  Christmas  candles  con- 
cealed amidst  the  boughs.  At  that  beautiful  sight  Fritz 
leapt  for  joy,  and  danced  about  in  a  manner  which 
showed  how  well  he  had  attended  to  the  lessons  of  his 
dancing-master.  On  her  side,  Mary  could  not  restrain 
two  large  tears  of  joy  which,  like  liquid  pearls,  rolled 


down  her  countenance,  that  was  open  and  smiling  as 
a  rose  in  June.  But  the  children's  joy  knew  no  bounds 
when  they  came  to  examine  all  the  pretty  things  which 
covered  the  table. 

While  Fritz  drew  up  his  new  squadron  of  hussars  in 
battle  array,  Mary,  turning  from  a  new  doll,  espied  a 
new  personage  amongst  the  toys, — a  little  gentleman 
leaning  in  a  melancholy  mood  against  the  trunk  of 
the  Christmas  tree,  awaiting  in  silence  and  polite  re- 
serve, the  moment  when  his  turn  to  be  inspected 
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should  arrive.  In  addition  to  his  body  being  too  long 
and  large  for  the  miserable  little  thin  legs  which  sup- 
ported it,  his  head  was  of  a  size  so  enormous  that  it 
was  quite  at  variance  with  the  proportions  indicated 
not  only  by  nature,  but  also  by  those  drawing-masters 
who  know  much  better  than  even  Nature  herself.  But 
if  there  were  any  fault  in  his  person,  that  defect  was 
atoned  for  by  the  excellence  of  his  toilette,  which  de- 
noted at  once  a  man  of  education  and  taste.  He  wore  a 
braided  frockcoat  of  violet-coloured  velvet,  all  frogged 
and  covered  with  buttons;  trousers  of  the  same  ma- 
terial; and  the  most  charming  little  Wellington  boots 
ever  seen  on  the  feet  of  a  student  or  an  officer.  But 
there  were  two  circumstances  which  seemed  strange 
in  respect  to  a  man  who  preserved  such  elegant  taste: 
the  one  was  an  ugly  narrow  cloak  made  of  wood,  and 
which  hung  down  like  a  pig's  tail  from  the  nape  of 
his  neck  to  the  middle  of  his  back;  and  the  other  was  a 
wretched  cap  such  as  peasants  sometimes  wear  in 
Switzerland,  upon  his  head. 

The  more  Mary  looked  at  him,  the  more  she  was 
struck  by  the  sweetness  and  amiability  which  were 
expressed  by  his  countenance.  His  clear  green  eyes, 
which  were  certainly  rather  goggle,  beamed  with 


serenity  and  kindness.  The  frizzled  beard  of  white 
cotton,  extending  beneath  his  chin,  seemed  to  become 
him  amazingly,  because  it  set  off  the  charming  smile 
of  his  mouth,  which  was  rather  wide  perhaps;  but 
then,  the  lips  were  as  red  as  vermilion! 

Thus  was  it  that,  after  examining  the  little  man  for 
upwards  of  ten  minutes,  without  daring  to  touch  it, 
Mary  exclaimed,  "Oh!  dear  papa,  whose  is  that  funny 
figure  leaning  against  the  Christmas  tree?" 

"This  little  man,"  answered  Judge  Silberhaus,  "will 
help  you  both;  for  it  is  he  who  in  future  will  crack  all 
your  nuts  for  you;  and  he  belongs  as  much  to  Fritz  as 
to  you." 
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Godfather  Drosselmeyer  took  up  the  Httle  man 
very  carefully,  and  raising  his  wooden  cloak,  made 
him  open  his  mouth  by  a  very  simple  motion,  and  dis- 
play two  rows  of  sharp  white  teeth.  Mary  then  placed 
a  nut  in  the  Httle  man's  mouth;  and  crack — crack — 
the  shell  was  broken  into  a  dozen  pieces,  and  the 
kernel  fell  whole  and  sound  into  Mary's  hand.  The 
little  girl  then  learnt  that  the  dandified  gentleman  be- 
longed to  that  ancient  and  respectable  race  of  Nut- 
crackers whose  origin  is  as  ancient  as  the  town  of 
Nuremberg  itself, 

Mary,  delighted  to  have  made  this  discovery,  leapt 
for  joy;  whereupon  the  Judge  said,  "Well,  my  dear 
little  Mary,  since  the  Nut-cracker  pleases  you  so 
much,  although  it  belongs  equally  to  Fritz  and  your- 
self, it  is  to  you  that  I  especially  trust  it:  I  place  it  in 
your  care." 

Fritz  demanded  his  share  of  the  nuts  which  the 
puppet  cracked.  Next,  he  wanted  to  hold  the  little 
man  while  he  cracked  the  nuts.  In  spite  of  the  remon- 
strances of  his  sister,  Fritz  chose  the  largest  and  hard- 
est nuts  to  cram  into  his  mouth;  so  that  at  the  fifth  or 
sixth  c-r-r-ack!  out  fell  three  of  the  poor  little  fellow's 
teeth.  At  the  same  time  his  chin  fell  and  became  trem- 
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ulous  like  that  of  an  old  man. 

"Oh!  my  poor  Nut-cracker!"  cried  Mary,  snatching 
the  little  man  from  the  hands  of  Fritz. 

"What  a  stupid  fellow  he  is,"  laughed  the  boy,  "he 
pretends  to  be  a  nut-cracker,  and  his  jaws  are  as  brit- 
tle as  glass.  He  is  a  false  nut-cracker  and  does  not  un- 
derstand his  duty.  Give  him  to  me,  Mary;  I  will  make 
him  crack  nuts  even  if  he  loses  all  his  teeth!" 

"No — no — no!"  cried  Mary,  "no — you  shall  not 
have  my  Nut-cracker!"  She  picked  up  the  three  Httle 
teeth  which  had  fallen  from  the  Nut-cracker's  mouth, 
and  kept  him  well  wrapped  up  in  her  handkerchief; 
she  had  also  bound  up  his  chin  with  a  pretty  white 
ribbon  which  she  cut  from  her  frock.  The  little  man, 
who  was  at  first  very  pale  and  much  frightened, 
seemed  quite  contented  in  the  care  of  his  protectress, 
and  gradually  acquired  confidence,  when  he  felt  him- 
self gently  rocked  in  her  arms. 

A  LARGE  CUPBOARD  with  glass  windows  kept  the 
ZA     masterpieces  of  Godfather  Drosselmeyer 
jL       jL  safely  out  of  the  reach  of  Fritz  and  Mary.  The 
bottom  two  shelves,  however,  belonged  to  the  chil- 
dren. It  seemed  to  have  been  tacitly  agreed  upon  be- 


tween them,  that  Fritz  should  hold  possession  of  the 
higher  shelf  for  the  marshalling  of  his  troops,  and 
that  Mary  should  keep  the  lower  shelf  for  her  dolls 
and  their  households.  This  arrangement  was  entered 
into  on  the  eve  of  Christmas  Day.  Fritz  placed  his 
soldiers  upon  his  own  shelf;  and  Mary,  having  made 
her  new  doll  most  comfortable,  was  preparing  a  haven 
for  the  wounded  Nut-cracker. 

While  these  arrangements  were  being  made,  the 
evening  wore  away:  midnight  was  approaching — 
Godfather  Drosselmeyer  had  been  gone  a  long  time 
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THE  NEW  YORK  CITY  BALLET 
PRODUCTION  OF 

NUTCRACKER 

Classic  Ballet  in  Two  Acts,  Four  Scenes  and  Prologue 

Music    by    PETER  ILYITCH  TSCHAIKOWSKY 

Choreography  and  staging  by  GEORGE  BALANCHINE 

Scenery,  special  effects  and  lighting  by  ROUBEN  TER-ARUTUNIAN 

Costumes  by  KARINSKA 


The  fairy-tale  by  E.  T.  A.  Hoffmann,  The  Nutcracker  and  the 
Mouse  King,  as  retold  in  a  French  version  by  Alexandre  Dumas, 
was  the  literary  basis  for  this,  the  third  and  last  of  the  great  com- 
poser's ballets.  Tschaikowsky  began  the  work  in  early  1892,  based 
on  requirements  submitted  by  Marius  Petipa,  the  Court  choreog- 
rapher. The  dress-rehearsal  was  held  on  the  following  December 
17  and  was  attended  by  Tsar  Alexander  III  who,  "visibly  pleased", 
called  Tschaikowsky  to  his  box  for  formal  congratulations.  How- 
ever, the  premiere  itself  was  not  a  success  and  the  composer  felt 
the  work  had  been  overwhelmed  by  the  magnificence  of  the  decor. 
The  choreographer  of  the  New  York  City  Ballet  production, 
George  Balanchine,  made  his  stage  debut  as  a  solo-dancer  in  the 
role  of  the  Mouse  King  in  a  1909  revival  of  the  work.  The  present 
version,  conforming  more  closely  to  the  original  fairy-tale,  was 
re-choreographed  by  Mr.  Balanchine  and  presents  the  Tschai- 
kowsky score  in  its  entirety. 
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— and  yet  the  children  could  not  be  persuaded  to  quit 
the  cupboard. 

"Only  one  moment,  dear  mama — a  single  moment: 
do  let  me  finish  all  I  have  to  do  then  I  promise  to  go  to 
bed/'  requested  Mary,  in  so  touching  and  plaintive  a 
tone,  that  her  mother  did  not  hesitate  to  grant  her 
request. 

"Do  not  be  long  before  you  go  to  your  room,  dear 
httle  Mary,"  said  the  judge's  wife,  and,  putting  out  all 
but  one  light,  followed  her  husband  to  their  bed- 
chamber. 

The  Nut-cracker  still  seemed  to  suffer  much  pain, 
and  appeared  very  cross.  "Ah!  my  dear  little  fellow," 
Mary  said  in  a  low  tone,  "do  not  be  angry,  I  pray,  be- 
cause my  brother  Fritz  hurt  you  so  much.  As  for  put- 
ting in  the  teeth  again  and  fastening  your  chin  prop- 
erly, that  is  the  business  of  Godpapa  Drosselmeyer, 
who  perfectly  understands  those  kind  of  things." 
Mary  could  say  no  more;  for  the  moment  she  pro- 
nounced the  name  of  her  Godfather,  the  Nut-cracker 
made  so  dreadful  a  grimace,  and  his  eyes  suddenly 
flashed  so  brightly,  that  she  stopped  short  in  affright, 
and  stepped  a  pace  back. 

"I  am  indeed  very  foolish  to  think  that  this  wooden 


puppet  could  make  faces  to  me.  Come,  let  me  take  that 
care  of  him  which  he  requires."  Placing  the  Nut- 
cracker in  her  doll's  bed,  and  the  bed  alongside  of 
Fritz's  hussars,  Mary  closed  the  cupboard  and  turned 
to  go. 

All  around  the  room  the  poor  little  girl  heard  a 
variety  of  low  scratching  sounds,  coming  from  be- 
hind the  chairs,  the  store,  and  the  cupboard.  The  large 
clock  hanging  against  the  wall,  surmounted  by  a  large 
gilt  owl,  began  that  whirring  sound  which  gives  warn- 
ing of  the  striking  hour,  but  growing  louder  and 
louder,  and  gradually  changing  into  an  almost  human 
voice,  until  it  appeared  as  if  these  words  issued  from 
the  beak  of  the  owl:  "Clocks,  clocks,  clocks!  whir, 
whir,  whir!  The  king  of  the  mice  has  a  sharp  ear! 
Strike,  strike,  strike,  clocks  all:  sound  his  last  hour — 
for  his  fate  is  nigh  at  hand!"  And  then,  dong — dong 
— dong — the  clock  struck  twelve  in  a  hollow  and 
gloomy  tone. 

Mary  was  very  much  frightened.  She  began  to 
shudder  from  head  to  foot,  and  was  about  to  run  from 
the  room  when  she  beheld  Godfather  Drosselmeyer 
seated  upon  the  clock  instead  of  the  owl.  At  that  spec- 
tacle, Mary  remained  nailed  as  it  were  to  the  spot  with 
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astonishment.  There  began  a  sharp  whistling  and  a 
furious  kind  of  tittering  all  around.  Thousands  of  lit- 
tle footsteps  treading  behind  the  walls  and  thousands 
of  little  eyes  shining  through  the  joints  in  the  -wain- 
scot. In  five  minutes,  thousands  and  thousands  of 
mice  made  their  appearance  and  began  to  gallop 
hither  and  thither,  until  at  length  they  ranged  them- 
selves in  order  of  battle,  as  Fritz  was  wont  to  draw  up 
his  wooden  soldiers.  Suddenly,  there  rang  through  the 
room  a  whistling  so  sharp,  so  terrible,  and  so  long, 
that  a  cold  shudder  passed  over  Mary,  and  the  King  of 
the  Mice,  with  seven  heads  all  wearing  gold  crowns, 
appeared  at  her  very  feet. 

The  entire  mouse  army  advanced  towards  the  king 
and  then  marched  across  the  room  surrounding  Mary 
and  the  cupboard  on  all  sides.  Strange  noises  com- 
menced from  the  cupboard  and  numerous  little  sharp 
voices  exclaimed,  "To  arms!  to  arms!  to  arms!"  Turn- 
ing round,  Mary  saw  the  cupboard  lighted  up  in  a 
wondrous  manner,  and  all  was  bustle  within.  All  the 
harlequins,  the  clowns,  the  Punches,  and  all  the  other 
puppets  scampered  about;  the  Nut-cracker  threw  off 
his  bedclothes  crying,  "Foohsh  troop  of  mice!  return 
to  your  holes,  or  you  must  encounter  me!"  He  bran- 
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dished  his  sabre,  and  immediately  the  squeakings  and 
creakings  of  the  mice  began  all  over  again.  The  King 
of  the  Mice,  as  if  to  reply  to  the  challenge,  issued  from 
beneath  the  great  Christmas  Tree,  followed  by  the 
main  body  of  his  army. 

"Trumpets,  sound  the  charge!  Drums,  beat  the 
alarm!"  exclaimed  the  valiant  Nut-cracker.  The  King 
of  the  Mice  perceived  that  he  had  to  encounter  an  en- 
tire army.  In  fact,  the  Nut-cracker  was  in  the  center 
with  his  gallant  band  of  militia — the  harlequins. 
Punches,  and  clowns;  on  the  left  was  the  regiment  of 
Fritz's  hussars,  waiting  only  the  command  to  charge; 
on  the  right  was  stationed  a  formidable  battalion  of 
infantry;  while,  upon  a  footstool  which  commanded 
the  entire  scene  of  battle,  was  a  park  of  ten  cannon. 
The  King  of  the  Mice  had,  however,  gone  too  far  to  re- 
treat; and  he  gave  the  signal  to  attack  by  a  squeak, 
which  was  repeated  by  all  the  forces  under  his 
command. 

The  battery  on  the  footstool  replied  with  a  volley 
and  the  regiment  of  hussars  rushed  onward  to  the 
charge.  Mary  was  at  no  loss  to  perceive  that  the  battle 
was  deadly,  and  that  the  victory  remained  doubtful. 
The  mice,  thrown  back  by  the  hussars — decimated  by 


the  fire  of  the  platoons — and  shattered  by  the  park  of 
artillery,  returned  again  and  again  to  the  charge,  bit- 
ing and  tearing  all  who  came  in  their  way.  The  hus- 
sars, overwhelmed  by  a  numerous  corps  of  mice,  were 
scattered.  Harlequin  and  his  twenty  men  had  been 
driven  back.  In  consequence  of  this  backward  move- 
ment, the  park  of  cannon  was  exposed  and  the  King 
of  the  Mice,  perceiving  that  the  success  of  the  fight 
depended  upon  the  capture  of  that  battery,  ordered 
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his  bravest  troops  to  attack  it.  The  footstool  was 
stormed  and  all  the  valour  of  Nut-cracker's  men  was 
useless  against  greater  numbers.  A  volley  of  shot  from 
their  own  cannon,  convinced  the  Nut-cracker  that  the 
footstool  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the  enemy. 

All  chance  of  victory  gone,  the  Nut-cracker  placed 
himself  at  the  head  of  a  small  body  of  men,  resolved 
Hke  himself  to  sell  their  lives  dearly.  Two  of  the  rifle- 
brigade  of  the  mice  seized  upon  his  wooden  cloak;  and 
at  the  same  time  the  King  of  the  Mice  cried  with  his 
seven  mouths,  "On  your  heads,  take  him  alive!  This 
punishment  must  serve  as  an  example  to  all  future 
Nut-crackers!"  And,  with  these  words,  the  king 
rushed  upon  the  prisoner. 


Mary  could  no  longer  support  the  horrible  spec- 
tacle. "Oh!  my  poor  Nut-cracker!"  she  exclaimed:  "I 
love  you  with  all  my  heart,  and  cannot  see  you  die 
thus!"  By  a  natural  impulse,  and  without  precisely 
knowing  what  she  was  doing,  Mary  took  off  one  of 
her  shoes  and  threw  it  with  all  her  force  in  the  midst 
of  the  combatants.  She  hit  the  King  of  the  Mice,  who 
rolled  in  the  dust.  A  moment  later, — king  and  army, 
— conquerors  and  conquered,  all  alike  disappeared,  as 
if  by  enchantment. 

SEEING  MARY,  the  Nut-cracker  knelt  down  and  drew 
from  his  left  arm  the  seven  gold  crowns  of  the 
King  of  the  Mice,  which  he  had  placed  there  as 
if  they  were  bracelets,  and  which  he  now  offered  to 
Mary,  who  received  them  with  joy.  "My  dear  Miss 
Silberhaus,"  exclaimed  the  Nut-cracker,  "what  beau- 
tiful things  can  I  show  you,  if  you  would  go  with  me 
only  a  few  paces  hence!  Do  not  refuse  me,  dear  lady — 
I  implore  you!"  Mary  did  not  hesitate  a  moment  to 
follow  the  Nut-cracker  who  said,  "I  will  choose  the 
shortest,  although  the  most  difficult  path,"  and  led 
the  way,  Mary  following  him. 

A  brilliant  Hght  burst  upon  her  view,  and  she  sud- 
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denly  found  herself  transported  into  the  midst  of  a 
fragrant  meadow,  which  gUttered  as  if  it  were  strewn 
with  precious  stones.  "How  charming!"  cried  Mary, 
dazzled  by  the  sight,  "where  are  we?" 

"We  are  in  the  Field  of  Sugar-Candy,  Miss;  but  we 
will  not  remain  here,  unless  you  wish  to  do  so.  Let  us 
pass  through  this  door."  Then  Mary  observed  a  beau- 
tiful gate  through  which  they  left  the  field.  The  gate 
seemed  to  be  made  of  red,  white  and  blue  marble;  but 
when  Mary  drew  near,  she  saw  it  was  made  only  of 
preserves,  candied  orange-peel,  burnt  almonds  and 
sugar  raisins.  She  did  not  even  perceive  that  she  was 
walking  upon  a  pavement  of  pistachio  nuts  and  maca- 
roons. She  found  herself  in  the  open  air,  surrounded 
by  the  most  delicious  perfumes,  which  came  from  a 
charming  little  forest  that  opened  up  before  her. 

This  forest,  which  would  have  been  dark  were  it 
not  for  the  quantity  of  lamps,  was  lighted  up  so  bril- 
liantly, that  it  was  easy  to  distinguish  the  gold  and 
silver  fruits  which  hung  from  the  snow-laden 
branches.  "We  are  now  in  the  Forest  of  Christmas," 
explained  the  Nut-cracker,  "and  it  is  here  that  people 
come  to  fetch  the  trees  to  which  the  presents  sent  by 
the  guardian  angels  are  fastened." 
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"Oh!"  continued  Mary,  "may  I  not  remain  here  one 
moment?  Everything  is  so  nice  here,  and  it  smells  so 
sweet!"  Whereupon  the  Nut-cracker  clapped  his 
hands  together;  and  several  shepherds  and  shep- 
herdesses, hunters  and  huntresses,  came  out  of  the 
forest,  all  so  delicate  and  white  that  they  seemed  made 
of  refined  sugar.  Taking  their  places,  they  began  to 
dance  a  charming  ballet  to  an  accompaniment  of  horns 
and  bugles.  The  dance  being  finished,  they  all  disap- 
peared in  a  grove,  and  Mary  and  the  Nut-cracker  con- 
tinued their  journey. 

Upon  reaching  a  river  which  seemed  to  send  forth 
all  the  sweet  scents  that  perfumed  the  air,  the  Nut- 
cracker related  to  Mary  that  "This  is  the  River  of 
Orange  Juice.  It  is  one  of  the  smallest  in  the  kingdom; 
for,  save  in  respect  to  its  sweet  odour,  it  cannot  be 
compared  to  the  River  of  Lemonade,  w^iich  falls  into 
the  southern  sea,  or  the  Sea  of  Punch.  The  Lake  of  ztlPSiP^ 

Sweet  Whey  is  also  finer:  it  joins  the  northern  sea,  iil>r^>®^ 

which  is  called  the  Sea  of  Milk  of  Almonds."  Passing 
the  Village  of  Sweet  Cake,  situated  on  the  Streamlet 
of  Honey,  they  came  to  the  River  of  Essence  of  Roses, 
which  flowed  along,  its  waves  rippling  melodiously. 
Upon  the  sweet  scented  waters,  silver  swans,  with 
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collars  of  gold  round  their  necks,  swam  gently  along, 
warbling  the  most  delicious  songs,  so  that  this  har- 
mony, with  which  they  were  apparently  much  pleased, 
made  the  diamond  fishes  leap  up  around  them. 

Mary  and  the  Nut-cracker  crossed  the  River  of  Es- 
sence of  Roses  in  a  chariot  made  of  shells,  which  was 
covered  with  precious  stones  that  glittered  in  the  sun. 
It  was  drawn  by  golden  dolphins,  and  our  travelers 
were  attended  by  four  little  Moors,  who  stood  behind 
the  seat  on  the  chariot  of  shells,  shaking  two.parasols, 
hung  with  bells,  in  such  a  manner  that  those  sounds 
formed  an  accompaniment  to  the  melody  of  the  swans. 

The  Nut-cracker  now  conducted  Mary  through  a 
little  grove,  even  prettier  than  the  Christmas  Forest. 


"We  are  now  in  the  Wood  of  Preserved  Fruits,"  said 
her  guide,  "and  beyond  that  boundry  is  the  capital  of 
the  Kingdom  of  Toys."  And,  as  Mary  thrust  aside  the 
last  branches,  she  was  stupified  at  beholding  the  ex- 
tent, the  magnificence,  and  the  novel  appearance  of 
the  city  which  rose  before  her  upon  a  mound  of 
flowers.  Not  only  did  the  walls  and  steepels  glitter 
with  the  most  splendid  colors,  but,  in  respect  to  the 
shape  of  the  buildings,  it  was  impossible  to  see  any  so 
beautiful  upon  the  earth.  The  fortifications  and  the 
gates  were  built  of  candied  fruits,  which  shone  in  the 
sun  with  their  own  gay  colors,  all  rendered  more  brilli- 
ant still  by  the  crystallised  sugar  that  covered  them. 
"Welcome  to  the  City  of  Candied  Fruits!" 
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MY  DEAR  MISS  siLBERHAUs,  xjou  See  at  x/our  feet 
the  happy  Nathenial  Drosselmeyer,  whose 
life  you  have  saved.  You  also  said  that  you 
would  not  have  repulsed  me,  as  Princess  Pirlipata  did, 
if,  in  serving  you,  I  had  become  hideous.  Now,  as  the 
spell  which  the  Queen  of  the  Mice  threw  upon  me  was 
destined  to  lose  all  its  power  on  that  day  when,  in  spite 
of  my  ugly  face,  I  should  he  beloved  by  a  young  and 
beautiful  girl,  I  at  that  moment  ceased  to  be  a  vile 
Nut-cracker  and  resumed  my  proper  shape.  There- 
fore, my  dear  young  lady,  do  me  the  favor  to  bestow 
your  much-loved  hand  upon  me,  share  my  throne  and 
my  crown,  and  reign  with  me  over  the  Kingdom  of 
Toys." 

Then  Mary  raised  young  Drosselmeyer  gently,  and 
said,  "You  are  an  amiable  and  good  king,  sir;  and  as 
you  have  moreover  a  charming  kingdom,  adorned 
with  magnificent  palaces,  and  possessing  a  very  happy 
people,  I  receive  you  as  my  future  husband." 

Even  at  the  present  day,  Mary  is  still  queen  of  that 
beautiful  country,  where  may  be  seen  brilliant  forests 
of  Christmas;  rivers  orangeade,  sweet  milk,  and  es- 
sence of  roses;  transparent  palaces  of  sugar  whiter 
than  snow  and  clearer  than  ice; — in  a  word,  all  kinds 


of  wonderful  and  extraordinary  things  may  there  be 
seen  by  those  who  have  eyes  sharp  enough  to  discover 
them. 

THE  END 
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